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REFLECTIONS  OF  THE  MIND 

BY 
DAVID  "ACTING"  McCORKELL 

The  world  around  is  dark  and  cold  and  bleak. 
And  soon  all  'round  but  cry  and  weep  and  mope. 
But  yet  when  all  around  seems  dark  as  night. 
Rejoice  for  there  remains  a  strand  of  hope. 

The  victory  that  everyone  can  find 
Lies  here  in  Reflections  of  the  Mind! 

We  grow  the  good  to  break  free  from  the  bad. 
We  bring  the  world  the  light  it  sorely  needs. 
To  bring  Utopia  into  this  place 
A  beauteoi s  world  will  grow;  we  plant  the  seeds. 

The  victory  that  everyone  can  find 
Lies  here  in  Reflections  of  the  Mind! 

The  pen  is  truly  mightier  than  the  sword. 

Our  pens  could  surely  win  us  World  War  III. 

We  all  rejoice  as  thoughts  are  brought  to  words, 

So  we  will  be  the  best  that  we  can  be. 

The  victory  that  everyone  can  find 
Lies  here  in  Reflections  of  the  Mind! 
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hen,  when 
rkness  had 
opped,  Gr'enel 
nt  up   t-o 
rot,   wondarinv 
at  the  bJ^rr- 
-s  Would   do   in 
at  hall  when 
leir   drinkin-3 
is  done- 


He  slipped  through 
the  door   and   theria 
in  the  sHence 
snatched  up   30 
men,   smashed   tneni 
unknujoinci   in   their 
beds  and  ran  out 
th   their   bodies, 
the   blood   dripping 
behind  hir«i.-   back  to 
the   lair,   delighted 


bh  his   niQht's   slaughter. 


len  he  reaches 
■»e  Danish  shore, 
jowulf   explains 
s  mission    to  the 
ert  uatchrnan, 
^o  recie<-^es  him 
jurteously, 
jsts   a   Quard   to 
otect  his   ship... 


—  and   leads   him  to 
Herot.      There.   t"ie   is 
uelconed   by   the 
noble   Nulfgaf     and 
preseniied   tr    r.iri"-i 
Hc^rthc;ar. 


Beowulf    arose,   with 
his  men   around  him, 
ordering   a  few   to 
remain  with   their 
weapons,   leading 
others   quickly 
along   under   herot's 
steep  roof    into 
Hrothgar's 
presense. 


5^S 
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Hail,   Hrothgar! 
Higlac.   .s   istV   cousin 
and   my   king;   t~te 
days   of    my   youth 
hs'v'e   filled   with 
glory. 


And   the 
bleeding   ssnews 
deep   in   his 
shoulder 
snapped,   rouscle 
and   bone   split 
and   broke       The 
battle   was 
over,   Beowi.4lf 
had   been 
granted   new 
glory. 
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READ  ME 

BY 

RONNIE  DIAZ 


To  all  of  the  ladies, 

Of  my  past  endeavors, 

I  offer  you  a  copy 

Of  my  personal  worstseller. 

You  have  ran,  crawled,  and  leaped, 
For  your  search  of  love,  true. 
Yet,  you  have  searched  skindeep, 
And  have  missed  a  vital  clue. 

When  you  took  sight  of  me. 

You  judged  me  by  my  look. 

So,  you  have  failed  your  mystery 

When  you  ignored  to  read  my  book. 

I  have  offered  others  to  read  it. 
My  pages  are  willing  to  turn. 
It  IS  caged  in  my  sp  rit. 
Yet  unlocked  by  the  concerned. 

My  book  has  much  to  offer. 
Revealing  myself  is  the  intent. 
Please,  ignore  the  cover, 
And  concentrate  on  the  content. 

My  memory  is  the  writer. 
My  conscience  is  the  editor. 
My  heart  is  the  publisher. 
Please,  be  my  reader. 
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NATURE'S  BEAUTY 
BY 
OLIVER  CAYTON 

Imagine  this.,  dawn  breaks,  thie  first  ye-fllow  rays  of  sunlight 
break  tliaugli  the  wKtite  clouds  in  thie  sky.   I'm  sitting  on  a 
grassy  hill,  located  near  to  a  tree.   The  air  is  cool,  and  the 
hill  overlooks  a  glittering  k:>l.ue  pond,  the  waves  in  the  water  and 
s  'I.  o  w  1  y  '1  a  p  p  i  n  g  ,  s  m  o  o  t  h  1  y  . 

All  around  me  are  the  sounds  of  birds  chirping  as  they  wake 
up  and  begin  this  busy  day.  The  grass  on  the  hill  is  moist  from 
the  fresh  morning  dew..  I  sit  there  and  appreciate  tKie  beauty  eind 
the  colors  of  nature.  The  blue  sky,  the  yellow  rays  of  the  sun, 
the  white,  fluffy  clouds,  the  green  k) lades  of  grass,  iind  the 
little,  red  flowers  all  around,  aJ  1  combine  to  form  tKie  splentdor 
around  me,  wKiicih  I  set^ . 


CHRISTMAS  EVE  DINNER 

BY 

ALLISON  BURKE 

It  was  a  disaster  area.     It  almost  looked  like  the  kitchen  had 
exploded,  or  maybe  even  thrown  up,  depending  on  how  you  rate  my 
mother's    cooking. 

As  I  slowly  approached  the  room  of  doom,  I  saw  my  mother 
tackling  a  bird  the  size  of  an  ostrich  in  the  kitchen  sink.     By  sight,  it 
looked  like  the  poor  thing  had  been  through  Hell.     My  mother  was 
unsuccessfully  cramming   stuffing  down  its   throat,   or  maybe  it  might 
have  been  up  its  rear,  but  I  couldn't  tell.     "Will  you  take  this,  please?" 
my  mother  asked  with  an  impatient  tone  in  her  voice.     As  I  took  over 
the  task  of  preparing  the  turkey,  I  watched  my  mom  run  from 
corner  to  corner  of  the  kitchen,   slopping  pies  together  and  throwing 
silver  shiny  potatoes  in  the  oven  to  bake.     "This  just  isn't  worth  it,"  I 
heard-  her  mutter  under  her  breath  as  she  raced  the  clock. 

Hours  later,  the  warm  fire  was  crackling  in  the  fireplace,  all  the 
children  were  seated  at  the  long  table,  along  with  their  hefty,  jolly  ol' 
Grandma,  and  skinny,  deaf  Grandpa.     As  I  watched  my  mother  carry 
the  turkey  in,  I  noticed  a  look  of  satisfaction  cross  her  face  along 
with  a  look  of  pure  exhaustion.     "Let's  eat!"  cried  my  ever-energetic 
father,  who  seemed  to  be  very  comfortable  with  himself.     With  that 
we  said  grace,  and  that's  when  the  feeding  frenzy  began.     Turkey, 
ham,   gravy,   potatoes-whipped,   baked,   steamed,   and   fried;    stuffing, 
pudding,   baked   bread,   salads-chef,   garden,   fruit,   and   pasta;   pies 
(every  kind   imaginable,   including   a  nice  specimen   with   peas 
involved).     It  was  ours. ..all  ours!     We  ate,  we  talked,  we  listened  to 
the  usual  Christmas  Eve  "sermon"  led  by  my  dad  about  being 
thankful  for  what  we  had.     It  felt  like  a  replay  of  Thanksgiving.     As  I 
shoved  the  mountain  of  food  down  my  throat,  I  looked  around  at  my 
family  and   listened  in   on   the   numerous  conversations.      My    11 -year 
old  brother,  David,   was  busy  putting  mashed  potatoes  in   my  little 
sister's  hair,  while  she  bawled  out  to  my  mother.     She  gave  him  a 
look  that  could  kill,  and  he  turned  sheepishly  toward  his  plate  and 
returned  to  shoveling  food  back  in  his  face. 


"Ya,  Pop's  been  getting  a  lot  of  fiber  lately,  but  he's  still  been 
pretty   irregular   with   his   bowel   movements."   Grandma   hollered 
across  the  table  to  my  dad  as  she  poured  more  gravy  on  her 
potatoes.     Aah!      The  usual   stimulating  table  conversation   that  took 
place  at  the  table  every  time  the  Burke's  ate  together.     I  focused  on 
watching  my  mother  eat.     I  noticed  her  soft,  brown  curly  hair  had 
turned  a  little  bit  gray.     Her  expression  was  almost  sad,  I  saw  as  the 
fire  reflected  on  her  face,  and  I  automatically  knew  what  she  was 
thinking  about.     She  was  missing  her  father  who  had  died  almost 
twenty  years  ago.     It  was  like  this  every  Christmas,  and  I  was 
sensitive  to  her  pain. 

Dinner  was  over,  and  we  were  all  sitting  around  the  livingroom, 
where  the  Christmas  tree  was.     We  all  held  on  to  our  own  gifts-our 
traditional  Cristmas  Eve  presents  that  we  got  to  open.     Grandpa  was 
snoozing  away  in  the  easy  chair,  and  Grandma  was  talking  to  dad 
about  hemorroids.     They  were  deeply  engrossed  in  conversation.     On 
the  count  of  three,  all  that  could  be  heard  was  paper  ripping  and 
squeals  of  delight  from  the  younger  ones. 

-So  much  for  Christmas  Eve  tradition.     It  comes,  and  it  goes.     Big 
deal. 

Later  that  night,  as  I  was  going  downstairs  for  a  drink  of  water, 
I  saw  my  mother  alone  in  the  living  room  by  the  fire.     I  noticed  her 
holding  a  small  package,  and  I  recognized  it  as  the  one  her  mom  had 
mailed  to  her.     In  her  hand  I  saw  her  holding  a  small  gold  chain  that 
I'd  seen  my  Grandma  wear.     It  was  the  one  Grandpa  gave  her  when 
they  first  dated.     Silently  I  watched  as  a  tear  rolled  down  her  cheek. 
A  faint  smile  formed  on  her  lips,  and  I  heard  her  quietly  whisper, 
"Daddy." 


THE  PROM  DATE  FROM  HELL 
BY 
JASON  L.  LANGLOIS  ffl 


It  happened  a  couple  of  weeks  ago... the  Sophomore/Junior 
Prom.     I  remember  it  like  it  was... a  flashback!     It  all  started  about 
a  month  before  the  Prom.     I  asked  Michelle,  the  prettiest  girl  I'd 
ever  seen  in  my  life  (no  offense,  mom!),  to  go  with  me.     I  was 
going  to  ask  her  before  but... well  I  just... O.K.,  I  chickened  out!     But 
I  finally  told  myself,  "Look,  the  worst  she  can  do  is  say,  'No!'"     And 
sure  enough . . .  she  did. 

I  was  devastated.     I  was  dazed.     I  was  desperate!     So  I  did 
the  only  thing  I  could  think  of.     I  asked  Sheila  MacDonarda!!!     This 
was  the  worst  mistake  in  my  entire  life... or  so  I  thought  at  the 
time. 

Edith  was  the  kind  of  girl  who  smiled  at  you  in  sixth  period, 
and  you  saw,  in  her  braces,  what  she'd  had  for  lunch,  and 
breakfast,  and  dinner  the  night  before.     Her  hair  was   always 
messed  up,  and  her  clothes  never  matched.     But,  like  I  said,  I  was 
desperate! 

The  night  of  the  Prom,  after  I  realized  that  there  was  no 
possible  way  to  get  out  of  this  date,  I  went  to  her  house  to  pick 
her  up.     When  she  opened  the  door,  I  almost  screamed!     There  she 
was  in  a  red  blouse  with  a  green  and  purple,  plaid  skirt  and  a  foot 
long,  florescent,  green  bow  in  her  hair.     "This  is  her  idea  of  formal 
wear?"  I  thought.     Then  her  dad  came  up  beside  her.     I  gazed,  no, 
make  that  stared  at  his  yellow,  red,  and  brown,  plaid  knickers. 
"Have  you  been  golfing,  sir?"  I  asked,  trying  to  be  cordial. 

"No,"  he  said,  perplexed.     Hey,  it  was  an  honest  mistake! 

As  we  left,  I  heard  her  father  say,  chuckling,  "Don't  do 
anything  I  wouldn't  do,  young  man!"     I  didn't  think  that  would  be 
a   problem! 


We  got  into  our  limo  (my  mommy  loves  me!)  and  drove 
down  to  the  Opera  House  in  Tracy.     On  the  way  we  talked.     She 
was  actually  kind  of  nice.     And  her  braces  were  clean!     That  didn't 
last  long,  though.     After  dinner  I  saw  what  she'd  had  for  the  rest 
of  the  night. 

When  we  arrived  at  the  Prom,  everyone  stared.     And  I  mean 
everyone!     The  kids  stared.     The  D.J.  stared.     The  chaperones 
stared.     It  was  embarassing!     It  was  humiliating.     Heck,  it  was 
hard  not  to  stare.     Sheila  had  flipped  a  switch,  and  dozens  of  tiny 
lights  in  her  bow  began  dancing  about.     Oh  boy,  it  was  going  to  be 
a  long  night! 

Then  I  saw  it.  It  made  my  blood  boil:  Michelle  was  laughing! 
At  me!     And  everyone  else  was  joining  in! 

I  looked  at  Edith.     She  was  close  to  tears.     I  looked  back  at 
Michelle.     She  was  still  laughing.     I  grabbed  Edith's  hand.     "Come 
on,  let's  dance!"  I  said,  and  we  danced  the  rest  of  the  night.     I  had 
a  lot  of  fun.     By  the  end  of  the  night,  I  was  enjoying  myself,  but 
Michelle  and  her  date  had  a  fight.  (Thank  you,  God!!!) 

When  I  took  her  home,  I  told  her  I'd  had  a  good  time,     and  I 
wasn't  lying!     I  guess  it  wasn't  as  bad  as  I  thought  it  would  be! 


KANE'S   SONG 
BY 
OCTAVIA  D.  POOLE 
To:  Bill  Davies 


A   haunting   melody 

A  world  does  unfold 

Touching  the  soul  of  you  and  me 

Kane's  Song  wants  us  never  to  grow  old. 

Laughing,   crying,   and   secrets   shared. 

Even  in  bad  times  it  did  seem  , 

There  was   someone   who  cared. 

Kane's  Song  taught  us  to  continue  the  dream. 

Welcomed  with  a  smile  and  open  arms. 
Everyone-  inside,   outside,   at  the  door 
Greeted  with  his  sounds  of  video  games  and  alarms. 
Kane's"  Song  is  childlike  wishes,  hopes,  and  more. 

Other  members  of  the  Dead  Cow  Club; 
David's   hair,  John's   brain,   Armando's   art, 
Yogi  the  bear,     and  Bill  -  everyone's  favorite  lub. 
Kane's  Song   lets  nothing  tear  them  apart. 

Tear  down  walls     built  in  fear 
Carpaeydiem-   seize   the   day. 
Keep  in   the  heart  memories  dear. 
Kane's  Song  reminds  us  to  live  that  way. 

We  are  left  to  sing  together 
A  song  once  meant  only  for  us  to  hear. 
Join  in  when  we  most  need  each  other. 
For  in  Kane's  Song  he'll  always  be  there. 

We  continue  to  live  in  his  shadow 
Wanting    him    back    desperately. 
In  our  hearts,  souls,  and  minds  we  know, 
Kane's  Song  keeps  him  alive  eternally. 


MISSING  HIM 

BY 
DAN  FETTIG 

kissing  hinri,  'cause  I- e  is  gone, 
Vatching  people  hurt  so  bad, 
Reading  a  poem  named  Kane's  song, 
Feeling  hurt  and  scared  and  sad. 

The  one  we  miss,  his  name  is  Kane, 

Now  he's  gone,  and  we  feel  the  pain. 

Without  the  friend  who  kept  me  sane, 

I'm  left  a  mess,  seening  to  cry  in  vane. 

It's  plain  to  me,  it's  God  who's  to  blame. 

It's  not  fair  I  know,  but  our  f.selings  have  been  maimed 

I  want  hirr  back,  I  miss  him  bad. 

I  see  how  nis  friendships  were  iron-clad! 

John,  Armaido,  David,  Yogi,  and  Bill, 

They  loved  him  then,  and  always  will. 

To  those  gjys  I  give  my  best. 

Bjt  Tressa's  there  too,  and  hurts  like  the  rest. 

I  hcpe^  he's  at  rest  in  a  better  place. 
Hi's  joined  the  ranks  of  an  immortal  race. 
I  tel'i  myself  he  should  be  happy  there. 
Bjt  I'm  selfish  I  know,  and  I  want  him  here. 
N  )w  the  best  thing  to  do  is  say  good  bye. 
Bit  like  a  brother,  I  love  the  guy. 

G  jod  bye  t-  ane .  .  . 
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A  FRIEND  FOREVER 

BY 

JOHN  GLESS 

The  flames  of  life  which  once  were  burning 
Have  taken  a  twist  of  fate  now  turning. 

The  group  of  six  was  well  and  alive, 
Now  one  is  gone  and  left  are  five. 

Where  once  was  favor  and  joy  and  love. 
There  now  is  hurt  and  pain  from  above. 

We  dream,  we  cry,  we  hope,  we  pray. 

For  our  fallen  leader  to  return  one  day. 

Our  hearts  are  broken,  our  will,  our  drive. 
The  want  to  be  whole,  for  this  we  strive. 

We  want  to  love,  we  want  to  feel, 
We  want  him  back,  we  want  him  real. 

He  must  come  back,  not  just  in  our  minds, 
But  live  with  us  ever,  'till  the  end  of  time. 

One  minute,  one  second,  the  flame  is  gone. 
Together  again,  but  minus  our  one. 

The  pain,  the  heartache,  it  torments  our  soul, 
A  price  of  one  life,  a  most  terrible  toll. 


11 


KAlnIE 

BY 

JOHN  GLESS 

During  this  time  of  sorrow. 

We  must  stick  together  and  see  tomorrow. 

Seeing  it  through  together 

We'll  be  there,  friends  and  forever. 

Knowing  he  loves  you,  and  you  feel  the  same, 
Everyone  loves  dear  old  Kane, 

True,  those  things  won't  be  the  way  they  were. 
Those  special  moments  with  him  we  endure. 

We  have  all  had  our  share  of  tears 

Growing  up  with  him  throughout  our  high  school  years. 

His  crazy  boots  bring   smiles  to  us  all, 

Whenever  having  a  problem  just  give  Kane  a  call. 

He  is  so  full  of  life,  why  might  it  be  taken  away. 
He  is  a  good  guy,  what  a  price  to  pay. 
We  will  be  watching  out  for  Kane  praying  up  above. 
That  the  way  he  would  be,  so  full  of  love. 

We  wilL  never  forget  Kane,  and  the  way  he  made  us  feel. 
Thinking  of  him  in  spirit  is  so  unreal. 

The  question  we  will  always  ask  is  why  and  how   could  this  be? 
For  in  our  hearts,  Kane  lives  forever:   until  eternity. 
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FROM  ONE  POET  TO  ANOTHER 

BY 

RONNIE  DIAZ 

Free  verse,  haiku,  limerick,  or  sonnet. 

People  want  poetry,  and  we  will  write  if.. 

We  are  dictionary  users  and  grammar  menders. 

But  why  did  we  choose  to  become  rhyming  dependers. 

To  Express  our  Feelings 

We  are  able  or  lazy,  strong  or  weak, 

We  write  if  our  adrenaline  is  in  it's  low  or  peak. 

We  have  desires,  emotions,  opinions,  and  aspirations 

We  write  about  our  deepest  thoughts  and  sensations. 

Everybody  show  their  feelings  in  different  ways  , 
But  we  do  it  in  the  form  of  poetry. 
To  express  love,  hate,  understanding,  or  haze. 
Not  thinking  we  must  write  within  a  boundary. 

To  Cheer  our  Friends 

We're  given  a  favor:  we  write  for  their  hospitality. 
We  do  something  wrong:  we  write  for  an  apology. 
When  someone  leaves,  we  write  for  their  return. 
When  someone  gets  sick,  we  write  about  our  concerns. 

Birthdays,  anniversaries,  holidays,  and  graduations, 

Or  any  special,  memorable  affair. 

We  write  a  poem  of  congratulations; 

To  let  them  know  we  will  always  be  there. 

To  Amaze  the  Public 

Figurative  language  is  one  technique  we  use, 

In  hopes  to  entertain,  disturb,  or  amuse. 

"How  can  someone  be  compared  to  a  summer's  day?" 

Let  us  poets  do  so  anyway. 

In  a  command,  we  have  a  vision  to  rhyme. 

Whether  we  add,  change,  or  trim 

Just  give  us  paper,  pen,  and  time. 

And  we'll  write  a  creation  full  of  rhythm. 

People,  often,  wonder  why  we  do  it, 

To  express?   To  cheer?   To  amaze? 

Well,  we  do  know  it  is  economic  ; 

Do  you  know  how  much  greeting  cards  cost  now-a-days? 
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A  VISION 

BY 

STACY  ADAMS 


He ' s  a  shadow 

cast  by  the  sunt 
He  tries  to  hide  » 

but  where  can  he  run. 
A  vision  of  this  man 

I  cannot  see  • 
For  he  does  not  wish 

to  reveal  himself  to  me. 
I  search  my  mind  * 

for  the  right  words  to  say  . 
Please  help  me,  God  * 

to  you  I  pray. 
Does  he  really  love  me; 

does  he  truly  care. 
I  wonder  if  he's  soft  and  warm 

just  as  my  teddy  bear. 
I  picture  him  to  be 

standing  all  alone. 
I  want  to  say  hello* 

but  to  me  he's  still  unknow.i. 
So  in  my  heart 

I  must  remain  true* 
Because  I  no  longer  have  a  man 

to  say  ,"I  Love  You!" 
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COMING  HOME 

BY 
TARA  C.ARK 

After  coming  home  from  Christian  Camp 

My  emotions  full  of  joy  and  love 

My  eyes  and  cheeks  were  surely  damp 

My  mom  had  on  her  cold,  strict  glove. 

Now  I  pray  to  him  above 
Give  me  patience  to  show  I  care 
Help  me  be  a  peaceful  dove 
Give  me  wisdom  to  be  aware. 

Of  when  it's  me  who's  giving  glares 
The  house  looked  like  a  storm  went  be 
I  couldn't  hardly  find  a  chair 
The  tension  I  feel  makes  me  cry. 

Home  should  be  a  place  to  relax  , 
But  ours  has  worries  of  income  tax. 
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A  GROUP  RESl'ONSE  VO  "MY  LAST  DUCHESS" 

BY 
TARA  CLARK,  MONIQUE  COZBY,  VERONICA  RODRIGUES ,  RUSSELL  TACHIERRA 

The  duke  always  put  me  in  open  view 

But  always  got  angry  at  looky-loos' 

When  I  wouldn't  obey  his  every  command. 

He  put  a  gun  in  his  hand. 

Although  my  soiil  now  rests  in  peace, 

I  was  immortalized  in  a  masterpiece. 

People  can  look  at  me,  day  in  and  day  out. 

With  a  smile  that  showed  no  doubt. 
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MESSAGE,  MISSION,  HOME 

BY 

RONNIE  DIAZ 

Prepared,  yet  never  predicted, 
War,  over  the  seas. 
Though,  some  have  never  elected 
To  support  some  politicians  ideas. 

Ah...  Let's  shed  a  tear. 

Off,  to  another  kingdom. 
Off,  to  the  sands  of  red. 
Off,  just  to  become 
Hero,  prisoner,  or  dead. 

A  victory  dance  to  the  east. 

Yet,  casualty  bags  to  the  west. 

We  pray  the  enemy  the  least, 

Yet,  we're  condemned  to  suffer  the  mess. 

To  kill  the  ones  who  killed. 
To  sin  in  a  world  against  sin. 
An  opponent  of  honest  will. 
We  fight  for  nationalism. 

Ah...  Let's  shed  a  tear. 

Gripping  gun;  aiming  through  sight. 
Not  concentrating  as  they  roam. 
Reasoning  the  reason  why  they  fight. 
And  also,  worrying  the  situation  at  home. 

In  the  mainland,  I'm  taking  strive, 
Enjoying  TV,  tennis,  and  Sunday  lunches. 
At  the  battle  grounds,  they're  taking  lives. 
Adding  extra  guilt  to  their  conscience. 

Guns  verses  guns,  tanks  versus  tanks. 
Taking  in  orders,  following  ranks. 
Destroying  schools,  offices,  and  banks. 
And  all  I  can  do  is  to  give  them  my  thanks. 

They've  killed  off  their  old  times. 

They're  ruady  to  resurrect. 

Off  to  ii  }ht   war  crimes 

As  their  ;iome  problems  infect. 

They've  left  their  kids  alone. 
Parentless,  they  live  in  fear. 
They  miss,  they  cry,  they  beg,  they  moan. 
Ah...  Let's  shed  a  tear. 
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OH,  WHEN  I  WAS  IN  LOVE 

BY 

MATTHEW  DOTY 


Oh,  when  I  was  in  love  with  you, 
Then  I  was  clean  and  brave. 

And  miles  around  the  wonder  grew 
How  well  I  did  behave. 

And  now  the  fancy  passes  by. 
And  nothing  will  remain, 

And  mile;,  around  they'll  say  that  I 
Am  quite  myself  again. 
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THE  HEART 

BY 

ANGELICA  FARIAS 

Once  I  lit    a  match 
And  put  it  to  your  heart. 
I  watched  it  slowly  burn 
And   slowly   melt  apart. 

I  laughed  out  loud  in  joy 

Of  the  deed  I  had  done, 

And  as  tears  rolled  down  your  cheek, 

I  thought  to  myself,     what  fun. 

But  then  I  looked  at  you 
And  saw  the  pain  I  had  caused; 
I  tried  to  stop  the  flame 
Because  it  hurt  me  too. 

I  wet   my  fingers   with   water 
And  took  the  flame  away; 
I   slowly   turned   my   head 
And  then  turned  it  to  say, 

But  you  took  me  by  the  hand. 
And   then   turned   my   head   around. 
Then  looked  into  my  eyes. 
And  knelt  upon   the  ground. 

You  said  to  me,  "  I  love  you". 
Though    I    didn't    understand. 
You  said,  "One  day  you  will" 
And   then   released   my   hand. 
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MY  VALENTINE 


BY 


CARI  LEPENDORF 
A  time  for  love 

A  time  for  joy, 

Shared    between 

Boy  and  girls, 

Man   and   woman. 

Husband   and   wife, 

Pour  -your  love 

Into  your  life. 

There  are  times   for  sorrow, 

And  times  to  cry. 

So  take  this  time  to  share  your  love 

As  life  slowly  passes  by. 

Please   take   this   moment 

To  touch,  to  hold,  and  to  caress 

We'll   have   your   favorite   dinner. 

I'll   wear  your  favorite  dress. 

I  ask  you  now  to 

"Please  be  mine,"  ^ 


A  WISH  FOR  SANTA 

BY 

CARI  LEPENDORF 


Sitting  on  Santa's  lap, 

I  tried  to  pick  a  gift. 

Something  special,  something  sweet 

By  now  I  was  totally  miffed. 

But  Santa  seemed  to  know, 

By  the  twinkle  in  his  eye. 

He  gave  me  but  a  wink 

And  pointed  to  the  sky. 

"I  know  that  you've  been  naughty 

I  know  that  you've  been  bad. 

But  you've  never  had  the  chances 

that  all  the  others  had." 

He  chuckled  once  and  shoved  me  off. 

He  turned  to  the  next  in  line. 

I  was  truly  baffled  now; 

I  knew  not  which  wish  was  mine. 

Santa  knows 

What  others  won't; 

Acknowledges 

What  others  won't, 

And  he -knew 

Which  wish  was  true. 

For  dear  old  Santa 

Sent  me  to  you . 
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MIRROR  MAN 

BY 

DAVID  McCORKELL 


You  were  my  Delsinea, 
A  dream  beyond  my  reach. 
The  one  true  goal  I  followed. 
The  wall  I  could  not  breach. 

Turn  windmills  into  monsters, 
Make  glory  of  the  bland, 
Till'  my  true  dream  is  shattered. 
By  my  own  mirror  man. 

So  you  have  been  my  mirror, 
Through  you  the  truth  I  see 
I've  lost  my  one  desire. 
But  what  I've  found  is  me. 
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AN  ODE  TO  A  LOUISIANA  LADY 

BY 

DAVID  McCORKELL 

Aiming   all   perspectives 
On  a  certain  cite. 
Ignoring    every    argument 
Be  it  wrong  or  right. 

One  side  of  an  issue 
Must  share  the  other  side. 
Both   must   be   understood 
For  justice  to  reside. 

I  listen  to  your  words 

But  you  will  not  hear  mine. 

Of  all  shows  of  close  mindedness 

You  are  the  greatest  sign. 

Since  you  ignore  my  words, 
Then  "clearly  I  can  see 
That  you  ignore  the  side  at  large 
The  books,  the  faces,  and  me. 

So  how  can  I  now  trust 
This  view  that  you  have  grown 
If  never  in  your  life  have  you 
The   whole    argument   known? 

If  all  the  politicians 

Closed  their  minds  as  much  as  you, 

Then  we'd  be  in  the  middle  of 

Our    world    war,    nine-hundred-and-eighty-two. 
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THE  VICIOUS  CYCLE 

BY 
DAVID  McCORKELL 


Out  of  the  dark  our  race  was  born. 
A  knowledge  dawn  called  forth  the  morn. 
We  kept  some  of  our  vicious  ways. 
Wars  ruled  the  Greek  and  Roman  days. 

Yet  from  these  times  came  the  voice  of  peace. 
Our  Jesus  Christ  asked  wars  to  cease. 
He  asked  that  each  man  love  his  brother, 
And   work   together  with   each   other. 

The  aTiimals  we  once  had  been 
Faded   into  civilization, 
With    renaissance,    humanity    peaked 
With  plays   and   art  and   poetry. 

But  since  that  time  we've  faded  back 
This  greater  rate  of  peace  we  lack. 
And  if  we  follow  at  this  rate, 
Then  pretty  soon  will  be  the  date, 

In   following   histories   annuls 
When  we'll  again  be  animals. 
I  see  a  sunset  close  ahead. 
Soon  our  humanity   will  be  dead. 
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NO  SUCH  THING 
BY 
OCTAVIA  D.  POOLE 

f  there  were  no  such  thing  as  sunshine, 

could  survive  the  rain, 
f  it  began  to  hail, 

could  survive  the  pain. 

f  there  were  no  such  thing  as  roses, 

could   survive   the  thorns, 
f  the  weeds  grow  taller, 

could  survive  my  flesh  being  torn. 

f  there  were  no  such  thing  as  grass, 

could   survive  the  dirt, 
f  ants  began  to  bite, 

could   survive   the  hurt. 

f  there  were  no  such  thing  as  the  ocean  blue, 

could   survive  dry  land. 
f  it  becomes  a  hot  desert, 

could   survive   dry   hands. 

f  there  were  no  such  thing  as  dancing  slow, 

could  survive  the  fast, 
f  my  feet  grew  tired,  yet  music  still  played, 

could  survive  and  last. 

f  there  were  no  such  thing  as  teddy  bears, 

could   survive   the   bunnies, 
f  there  were  no  sports  page, 

could   survive   the   funnies. 

f  there  were  no  puppy  dogs, 

could  survive  little  cats 
f  there  were  no  such  thing  as  baseball, 

could   survive   teamless   caps. 

f  there  weren't  alot  of  things, 

know   without   them, 

could   survive. 
All  I  know  is  what  is  true, 

couldn't    survive, 
f  there  were  no  such  thing  as  you 
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THE  FORBIDDEN  FRUIT 

BY 

KEN  ROSS 

God  planned  a  beautiful  world  to  be  ; 
He  created  the  heavens,  earth,  and  me. 

To  creatures  big  and  small,  he  gave  life. 
And  from  my  rib  he  created  Eve,  my  wife, 

Beautiful  gardens  and  spacious  valleys  we  did  roam  , 
We  enjoyed  the  sanctuary  of  our  new  home  . 

Life  was  peaceful  and  so  were  wet 

But  God  warned  don't  eat  forbidden  fruit  from  the  tree. 

One  day  a  serpent  slid  into  our  wonderful  life. 
And  was  able  to  tempt  my  beautiful  wife. 

A  bite  from  an  apple  was  her  shame  , 
And  soon  I  found  myself  doing  the  same, 

Our  naked  bodies  we  did  cover  » 
And  over  us  God  did  soon  hover. 

From  the  Garden  of  Eden  we  were  cast 

For  committing  a  sin,  not  the  world's  last 

What  started  as  eternal  life  for  all 

Was  never  to  be  on  earth  because  we  did  fall. 

God's  word  was  law,  and  we  chose  not  to  heed. 
The  world  was  make  to  suffer  because  of  our  deed. 
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HOPE 
BY 
DAVID  McCORKELL 

Do  I  see  hope  at  the  end  of  this  tunnel? 

Do  I  see  hope  and  ask  myself  why? 

Do  I  see  hope  focus  in  like  a  funnel? 

Or  are  my  eyes  blurred  by  the  tears  that  I  cry? 

My  heart  skips,  a  beat  and  I  ask  myself  truly 

Is  this  what  love  ever  truly  must  be? 

Is  this  the  sign  to  spend  time  me  and  you-ly? 

And  can  it  be  true?  Finally  love  came  to  me? 

Broken   hearts   past   make   me   rather   uncertain, 

This  isn't  as  strong  as  the  feeling  before. 

But  that  feeling  may  be  wrong,  and  I've  shut  down  the  curtain. 

Is  true  love  so  much  less?  Will  it  grow  to  be  more? 

So  I  see  some  hope:     be  it  true  now  or  visions. 

Now  I  see  hope  and  the  risk,  I  will  take. 

Yes,  I  see  hope,  and  to  make  my  admissions, 

This  may  be  the  hope,  that     I've  Dreamed  fate  would  make. 
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LOVE'S  ARIA  DA  CAPO 

BY 

DAVID  McCORKELL 

Where  is  the  poet? 
Where  is  the  soul? 
Where  is  the  love? 
Deep  in  a  bottomless  hole  . 

Was  it  lies  and  mistakes 

That  created  poetry? 

Can  true  beauty  be  killed 

By  the  truth's  own  foul  beauty? 

There  could  be  no  happiness 
If  we  were  never  sad. 
We  could  never  appreciate  light 
If  darkness  we  never  had  had. 

The  dream  kills  all  reason 
But  gives  emotion  full  sway , 
It  sacrifices  the  future, 
For  the  happiness  of  today  . 

And  when  the  dream  is  shattered  , 

Direction's  running  blind. 

Without  coal  and  purpose, 

Life's  meaning  starts  running  behind. 

And  where  is  the  poet? 
Where  is  the  soul? 
Where  is  the  love? 
Deep  in  c  bottomless  hole. 
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THE  TIMES  WE  SHARED 

BY 

JACKIE  FONG 


The  times  we   share  together  showed  I  really  cared. 
When  I  first  came  to  you,  I  wouldn't  have  even  dared 
To -tell  you  how  I  felt  seemed  all  so  wrong. 
I  was  afraid  you'd  laugh  and  say  my  love  wouldn't  last  long. 

I  never  really  told  you  with  words  of  how  I  felt, 
But  every  time  I  saw  you,  I  thought  my  heart  would  melt. 
By  the  time  I  finally  told  you,  it  may  have  been  too  late. 
But  now  as  I  look  back,  our  relationship  was  great. 

There  came  a  time  when  it  had  to  end, 
And  across  the  miles  my  love  I  send. 
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POETIC  BLUES 

BY 
RONNIE  DIAZ 

I'm  livin'  in  bad  times 
Gettin'  only  bad  news 
Usin'  generic  rhymes 
Cuz'  I  got  the  poetic  blues 

Worked  three  months  on  a  paper 
I  got  an  F  minus 
I  pleaded  for  somethin'  better 
But  teach  showed  no  kindness 

I  bought  a  cheap  Ferarri 

But  then,  it  fell  apart 

I  tried  to  cash  in  my  warranty 

But  the  dealer  showed  no  heart 

I  went  to  class,  sat  on  my  desk,  and  laid  a  big  ol '  fart 

I  got  the  blues 
The  poetic  blues 

Livin'  -in  bad  times 
Gettin'  only  bad  news 
Usin'  generic  rhymes 
Cuz'  I  got  the  poetic  blues 

I  got  work  at  Safeway 

Bagged  some  hot  food  with  some  ice  cream 

Boss  took  my  day's  pay 

And  kicked  my  off  the  store's  golf  team 

I  took  out  this  sweet  honey 
I  had  to  prove  I  wasn't  a  bum 
I  forgot  I  had  no  money 
I  asked  if  she  had  some 

I  went  to  Kmart 's  dentistry,  my  teeth  have  left  my  gums 

I  got  the  blues 
The  poetic  blues 

Livin'  in  bad  times 
Gettin  only  bad  news 
Usin'  generic  rhymes 
Cuz'  I  got  the  poetic  blues 

I  was  runnin'  a  race 
I  was  doin'  well 
Just  keepin'  up  pace 
But  I  tripped  and  fell 
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Just  being  poetic 
Doin'  my  poetry  thing 
Why  do  I  write  it? 
CUZ  I  CANNOT  SING! 

I  called  the  girl  I  like,  she  said, "Oh,  how  disgusting! 

I  got  the  blues 
The  poetic  blues 

Livin'  in  bad  times 
Gettin'  only  bad  news 
Usin'  generic  rhymes 
Cuz'  I  got  the  poetic  blues 

I  got  the  P-0-E-T-I-C-B-L-U-E-S 

I  live  life  knowing  it  may  end  up  a  big  mess 

But  I  know  I  have  to  live  for  however  long 

So,  please,  let  me  aggravate  you  with  my  wanna-be-song 

I  got  the  blues 
The  poetic  blues 

Livin' -in  bad  time 
Gettin'  only  but  bad  news 
Usin'  generic  rhymes 
Cuz'  I  got  the  poetic  blues 
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I,  THE  WITNESS 

BY 
JOSH  CALOERON 


I  am. . . 

a  skater, 

a  lover, 

a  seeker, 
But  now, 
I  am. . . 

a  witness 
I  never  asked 

to  be . . . 
It  was  thrown 

upon  me . . . 
Without ,my 

consent ! 
Some  say, 
"I  wish  I  saw" 

But  if  they 

did 
I  know  they'd 

wish  differently! 
For  now  I  know 

a. lot  of  things, 

I  know, 
HAPPINESS, 
SADNESS, 
LIFE, 
and  now. , . 

DEATH 
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RED  GRASS,  GREEN  GRASS 

BY 

JOSH  CALDERON 


The  dark  red  grass  that 
Lies  on  the  tracks, 

Only  knows  the  sorrow. 
The  green,  green  grass  that's 

Way  in  back. 
Only  knows  the  life  that 

Sprang . 
But  that  red  grass  will  soon 

Turn  green 
With  the  coming  spring. 
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TEDDY  BEAR  WORLD 

BY 

JOSH  CALDERON 

In  the  Teddy  Bear  World 

Way  up  in  the  sky 

Oh,  so  very  high 

I  saw  her  standing  on  a  bright  and  glittering 

Star  , 

so  very  far. 
Trying  so  hard 

To  become  a  part  of  that  mystical  world. 
That  TEDDY  BEAR  WORLD. 

Then,  with  tears  of  anguish,  she 

Turned  my  way,  arms  out-stretched 

Calling  my  name. 

Asking  for  help. 

To  be  set  free  from  death's  dark  grip 

from  her  mind's  despair. 
I  knew  not  what  to  do, 
I  was  just  standing  there, 
Staring  out  at  her. 
Wishing  with  all 

Of  my  soul  that  she'd  come  off  of 
that  starry  pedestal. 

For  I  knew  she  was  awesome  in  her  own  way, 

That  dying  should  be  done 

Some  other  day. 

So  I  reached  out  into  the  sky; 

I  reached  so  high  I 

Began  to  fly. 

Soaring  through  the  sky 

Not  caring  if  I  died. 

I  swooped  her  down 

And  laid  her  on  the  soft,  old  ground 

And  let  her  feel  the  life  pulse. 

From  the  cjarth, 

That  gentle  Mother  Earth. 

But  I  was  so,  so  very  slow, 

Now  it's  too  late  to  wish 

Her  to  wake. 

When  ever  I  look  into  the  sky, 

I  start  to 

Cry,  because  I 

Will  never  see  those  deep,  brown 

Eyes  of  that 

Beautiful  lady  in 

The  sky, 

Who  is  now  in  that  'wonderful' 

TEDDY  BEAR  WORLD. . . , 

OF  DREAMS.  -¥ 
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WHAT  IS  SHE  COMPARED  TO  ME? 

BY 

JOSH  CALDERON 


Soft,  smooth, 

that  is  she. 
Hard,  rough, 

that  is  me. 
Tiny  and  small 

so  very  delicate  as 
can  be 
That's  what  she 
is  to 
me . 
I'm  not  nice 
as  I  can 
be , 
But  that's 

just  me. 
As  you  can  see,  there's 

no  comparison  between 
You  and  me , 

she,  so  much  better 

than  I  dare 
to  dream. 

I  wish  she 
Would  listen  to  me. 
But  she's 

so 
"perfect " 
unlike  me. 
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THE  OTHER  SIDE  OF  LOVE 

BY 

JENNIFER  DAVIS 

What  is  love? 

A  sullen  sweet  torture  that  allures 

A  call  to  frenzy  which  beckons 

A  suffocating  joy  so  smothering 

A  maddening  jealousy,  cruel  and  passive 

A  blinding  passion  that  leads  to  deceit 

-   A  painful  longing  that  weighs  heavily 

A  dream  whose  enemy  is  reality 

A  desirous  hand  that  lead  s(sometimes  even  to  death) 

A  soul  that  always  follows 

A  careless  plunge  into  oblivion 

A  willing  descent  into  domination 

A  consuming  need  to  submit 

A  wonderful  sense  of  disorientation 

A  day  without  meaning 

A  life  without  sanity 

A  torturous  sentiment  that  posseses,  encloses,  and  entrances. 

This this  is  love! 
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THE  RAD^J 
BY 

MELISSA  MANN 


A  drip  in  a  puddle 
A  drop  in  a  pond 
The  rain  comes  down 
While  the  clouds  go  on 
The  clouds  fly  by 
Leave  not  a  trace 
Tears  ~go  down 
Their   wandering    face. 
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I'M  DREAMING  OF  YOU 
BY 
ROBIN  SIDHU 

As  I  sit  here  with  my  heavy  heart, 

Looking  at  the  stars  tonight, 

How  I  long  for  you  to  hold  me  in  your  arms. 

I  will  find  a  way  for  us  to  be  together  and  fight. 

I  miss  your  sweet,  sexy  ways  of  being  in  your  arms. 

But    until  then  

I'm     dreaming of  you 

You're~my  one  and  only  reason  for  my  heart  to  beat. 

Everyday  that  we  are  apart,  I  dream  of  you  more  and  more. 

Wake  me  up  because  you  can't  think  straight, 

Everytime  I  think  of  you;  I  start  to  shake. 

Is  this  love  that  I  feel? 

I  never  knew  the  way  I  felt  about  you  was  so  real! 

Oh  can't  you  see 

My  love  for  you  is  a  key 

So  open  it  (Baby) 

And  you  will  find  happiness  with  me. 
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LOVE 

BY 

ROBIN  SIDHU 

Love  is  when   I'm 
With  you,  and  I  think 
Of  you  too. 

When  I  am  with  you, 
I'm  in   another  world, 
We  have  fun,  dance  and  twirl. 
But  most  of  all,  I'm  with  you  in  our  own  world. 

Love  is  more  than 

Caring  and   sharing; 

It's   being   with   you. 

In   love   when   we're   together. 

It's  like  being  in  heaven  with  you  up  above. 

When-  I  fell  in  love  with  you  at  first  sight. 
You  captured  my  heart  and  my  life. 

Being  with  you  is 
A  dream  come  true, 
You  came  in  my  heart. 
And  my  life  out  of  the  blue. 

You  breathe  fresh  air  into  me. 
You've  taught  me  about  love  and  life. 
Things  that  I  don't  see. 

I  think  about  being   with  you 

Caring,   sharing   and   things  we've  done. 

Without  you,  love  would  be  blind  to  me. 
With  you,  love  would  be     wonderful. 
To  see,  having  fun,  and  being  free. 
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NIGHTINGALE 

BY 
ROBIN  SIDHU 


As  the  sun  goes  down,  the  night  arises, 

It's  like  a  different  world  filled  with  delight. 

Filled   with   pleasure   and   surprises! 

While     we  watch  the  sun  go  down 

With   its   breathtaking   views. 

Then    appears    another 

The   moonlight   unraveling   its   mysterious   glow, 

As  our  thoughts  full  of  love, 

The   moonlight  never   stopping   its 

Mysterious    flow. 

Not  caring  what  the  night  can  do,  /^ 

Though  we  care  not  we've  got  each  other. 
So  much  in  love,  so  much  of  thought. 

That  days  seem  long  and  the 

Night  are  endless   and   forever. 

Though  day  comes,   our  heartaches  for  one  another, 

And  as  the  night  comes,  it  brings  our  hearts  together. 

I  have  you,  you  have  me,  and 
We   have   the  endless   nightingale. 
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WHEN  THE  TIME  HAS  COME 

BY 

ERICK  VALENZUELA 

When  the  time  has  come  and  I've  gone  away, 
My  salty  tears  will  still  stay. 

I'll  always  be  in  those  of  prayer. 
And  when  I'm  gone,  don't  fret  or  fear, 

I'll  always  be  here  in  the  air. 

If  by  chance,  you  fall  into  doubt, 
Call  my  name,  and  I'll  come  about. 

I'll  remind  you  of  the  days  we  ran  and  played. 
Think  of  the  days  when  we  laughed  all  day. 

Feel  the  sun  rays  shining  down  bright. 
The  cool  sunny  days  that  ran  into  night. 

Remember  me  as  I  waa  and  not. 

What  I  am,  for  I'm  not  gone,  I  never  am. 
I'm  in^your  hearts  and  in  the  land, 
I'm  singing  a  song  of  a  satisfied  man. 
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THE  SUN  WILL  ALWAYS  SHINE 

BY 

ANGELA  WILSON 


The  sun  rises,  the  sun  sets 
Day  light  comes  and  goes. 
Then  darkness  appears. 

In  a  lifetime,  one  can  experience 

Many  friendships. 

And  in  that  lifetime  those  special 

People  who  touch  your  life 

May  leave  as  quickly  as  the  sun 

Rises  and  the  sun  sets. 

When  they  leave  your  life. 

Night  time  falls. 

Though  they  marked  a  special 

Place  in  your  heart. 

You  must  not  turn  back 

And  dwell  on  the  hurt  and 

Pain. 

But  look  ahead  for 

Tomorrow  a  new  sun  rises 

And  with  that  new  sun 

rise , 

There  will  be  a  new  special 

person. 
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THE  QUIET  TIME 

BY 

JACKIE  FONG 


I'm  sitting  here  all  alone. 

I'm  not  allowed  to  speak. 
But  I  call  this  place  home. 

Figure  out  my  emotions, 

And   set  my   brain   straight. 

Figure  out  who  I  really  love, 

And  love  those  I  really  hate. 

I  miss  the  quiet  time. 

I'm  just  thinking   about  you. 

I  know  I'm  wasting  time. 
But  there's  nothing  else  I  can  do. 

During   the  quiet  time. 


W 
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I  PLEDGE  ALLEGIANCE 


BY 


OCTAVIA  D.  POOLE 


"I  PLEDGE  ALLEGIANCE" 


"TO  THE  FLAG". 


"OF  THE  UNITED  STATCS 
OF  AMERICA" 


Is  how  it  starts. 

From  early  on 

It's  embedded  in  our  hearts. 

We  repeat  it  everyday. 

The  words  roll  out, 

But  th*^  rreaning  fade«;  away. 

1  he  red,  wnite 

Will  you  fight, 

And  the  blue. 

When  it  needs  you? 

A  country  like  no  other. 
States  of  democracy, 
Alwavs  sticking  together. 


From  Ca^  to  New  York. 

The  trip  is  f; 

One  thing  is  tor  sure, 

You  need  not  to  roam, 

For  all  the  states  in  between. 

Will  gladly  be  your  home. 


"AND  TO  THE  REPUBLIC 
FOR  WHICH  IT  STANDS" 


"ONE  NATION'. 


"UNDER  GOD". 


"INDIVISIBLE, 
WITH  LIBERTY" 


For  200  years, 

Our  laws  last. 

We  strive  for  the  future, 

That  is  shaped  by  the  past. 

People  divided. 

As  emigrants  we  came. 

As  Americans  we  are  the  same. 

The  supreme  being  who  gave  us 
The   intelligence  to  survive. 
To  go  on  and  use  knowledge, 
We  must. 


She  stands  in  the  ocean  blue. 

Withered  and  old, 

With  a  message  of  freedom  for  you. 

She  welcomes  all  to  our  land. 

Land  of  the  free,  home  of  the  brave. 

Those  are  the  things  about  which 

Ms.  Liberty  does  rave. 

Out  to  you  she  stands. 

Proud  and  tall. 

Come  to  America, 

We  have  opportunity.  .  .  , 


"AND  JUSTICE  FOR  ALL." 
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WRITTEN  BY  SOMEONE  WHO  HATES  WAR!! 
BY 
JUSTIN  BAILEY 


When  Peace  is  true. 
We  get  along. 

Countries  never  say 
They're  wrong. 

But  when  war  comes; 
We  have  to  fight. 

Countries  prove  who  has 
might . 

People  say  peace  never 
works . 

Because  around  every 
corner  a  conflict  lurks. 
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D-DAY 

BY 

LINDA  GUTTIERREZ 

Scary  to  say  that  D-day  came. 
Sorry  to  say  Saddam  Hussein  will  pay. 
Everyone's  left  empty,  will  we  be  the  same, 
Even  though  he  threw  all  the  oil  away. 

Needless  to  say  Saddam's  on  the  run. 

But  will  he  be  able  to  hide 

When  his  death  comes  in  every  fire  of  a  gun, 

And  the  U.S.  will  say  he  accidently  died. 

No  one  knows  how  long  it  will  take. 

Broken  families  lay  apart, 

And  all  he  has  to  say  is  fake 

While  soldiers  fight  for  their  hearts. 

Oh  Saddam  you  did  it  this  time. 

Bush  is  going  to  make  sure  you  never  have  a  second  time 
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SONNET  #.5 

BY 

JASON  L.  LANGLOIS  III 

A  war  torn  land  doth  show  its  arrogance 
Claiming  to  be  winning  this  stupid  war 
And  our  planes  and  bombs  do  their  deadly  dance 
Even  so  thsir  arrogance  is  much  more. 

Their  president  is  called  Saddam  Hussein 
A  madman  who  wants  to  take  on  the  world 
I  think  his  name  translates  into  insane 
But  we  will  fight  under  our  flag  unfurled! 

People  say  he  should  be  given  a  chance, 

But  he  would  merely  laugh  at  such  a  thought. 

And  take  the  world  if  given  a  chance, 

And  then  our  peace  ideas  would  be  for  naught. 

This  man  ia   mad!   He  really  must  be  stopped 
We  must  refute  this  attitude  he's  copped. 
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IRAQ 

BY 

DEANNA  O'CONNOR 

We  are  at  war  with  Saddam  Hussein. 

Our  troops  are  far  away. 

But  when  we're  done,  he'll  feel  the  pain. 

And  he  won't  have  anything  left  to  say. 

Many  families  have  loved  ones  so  far; 
They're  waiting  for  the  day  they're  coming  home. 
American  flags  in  houses  and  on  cars. 
Hopefully  no  one  will  have  a  broken  bone. 

They  are  fighting  so  hard  and  praying  for  an  end 
The  troops  obeying  every  order. 
Hoping  they  don't  need  any  other  men  to  send. 
Dreaming  about  the  day  they'll  cross  the  border. 

Pedce  is  what  we  want  to  see. 

And  lots  of  safety  for  you  and  me. 
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HIS  LAND 

BY 

DANIELLE  MILES 

Iraq  is  a  country  that  could  be  destroyed 

Its  people  and  land  reduced  to  nothing. 

All  it  would  take  is  a  small  convoy 

To  drop  the  bomb  to  prove  we  aren't  bluffing. 

Some  people  say  he  is  another  Hitler, 

Hussein  is  trying  to  take  over  the  world. 

He  has  the  potential  to  become  the  same  killer, 

Not  only  of  lives,  but  also  the  sea  world. 

The  people  of  Iraq  follow  him  blindly  , 
All  of  their  lives  are  in  his  hands. 
For  we  are  not  going  to  treat  him  too  kingly 
For  that  we  might  have  to  destroy  his  land. 

Oh,  how  we  wish  the  people  would  stand  and  resist 
Then  their  land  wouldn't  have  to  be  in  risk. 
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TAKING  A  STAND 

BY 

SUSAN  SMITH 

In  a  once  peaceful  Middle  East 
Lies  a  powerful  man,  Saddam  Hussein* 
Some  say  he's  somewhat  of  a  beast* 
Or  is  he  just  insane* 

He  will  destroy  innocent  people  and  their  land  . 
Soldiers  will  show  American  pride* 
Every  American  must  take  a  stand  * 
And  unite  to  stand  side  by  side. 

Many  lives  will  be  lost  during  the  battle. 
Some  say  it's  a  small  price  to  pay  for  freedom. 
A  choice  has  to  be  made  -  you  can't  straddle. 
Hussein's  alternative  could  destroy  our  kingdom. 

Fighting  off  his  communistic  ways » 

Would  insure  Americans  their  freedom  night  and  day. 


LIBn^^RY 

L  U.  H.  S. 

BRETJTIVOOD,  CALIF. 
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BY  SADDAM  HUSSEIN 

BY 

ANGELA  WILSON,  TATUM  VALVERDE,  TOM  THIERING,  SHERI  DANFORD 


"I  am  the  Holy  Leader  of  my  Arab  race, 

T  am  power-ul,  mighty,  and  my  honor  is  great. 

All  my  actions  to  the  world  were  a  mystery, 

But  in  the  end,  all  I  care  is  that  I  made  history." 
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FEAR 

BY 

JOSE  DALIT 

Today  the  ghetto  knows  a  different  fear, 
Close  in  its  grip,  Death  wields  an  icy  scythe. 
An  evil  sickness  spreads  a  terror  in  its  wake, 
The  victims  of  its  shadow  weep  and  writhe. 

Today   a  father's   heartbeat   tells   his   fright 
And   mothers   bend   their   heads  into  their  hands. 
Now  children  choke  and  die  with  typhus  here, 
A  bitter  tax  is  taken  from  their  bands. 

My  heart  still   beats  inside  my  breast 
While   friends   depart   for   other   worlds. 
Perhaps   it's   better,   who  can   say? 
Than  watching   this,  to  die  today? 

No,  no,  my  God,  we  want  to  live! 
Not  watch  our  numbers   melt  away. 
We  want  to  have  a  better  world. 
We  want  to  work;  we  must  not  die! 
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HOLOCAUST 

BY 

ANGEL  DUNCAN 

Four  million  perished  in  Auschwitz. 
A  village  in  Poland  upon  which  sits 
A  concentration  camp  behind  gates. 
At  which  most  wince  their  eyes  in  disgrace. 

S.S.  doctors  strip  you  to  the  bone. 

Waiting   your  turn,   you   hear  someone  moan. 

You  can't  turn   around,   or  even  implore 

If  your  son  was  killed  on  the  other  side  of  the  door. 

Waiting  to  go  to  the  bath  house  a  sound 
Is  heard;   someone  has  fallen  to  the  ground. 
Entering  the  room  I  cling  to  the  side. 
Hoping  and  praying  I  have  not  yet  died. 

A  poison  is  used,  or  so  it  is  said 
That  in  minutes,  Cyclon  B  kills  you  dead. 
Corpses  asre  striped  of  their  gold  teeth  and  hair. 
Stiff  as  a  board  you  still  see  their  eyes  stare. 

No,  we  are  not  ashamed  of  what  we  are 
Yet,  we  are  not  massacred  inside  a  jar. 
No  hope  for  freedon  to  say  what  we  believe 
Simple  ignorance  is  all  that  succeeds. 
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SANITY 

BY 

GREG  ESQUIVEL 

Being  forced  to  leave  my  heavenly  home 
Just     to  satisfy  the  fear  of  Hitler. 
Not  knowing  what  I  was  up  against 
I  just  hoped  I  could  keep  my  sanity. 

Just  thinking   about  the  long   train 

Ride  makes  me  noxious. 

Seeing  people   starve   to  death,   people 

Fighting  for  the  last  crumb  of  food, 

The  smell  of  death  was  all  around 

And  there  was  no  escape. 

I  just  hoped  I  could  keep  my  sanity. 

There  was  no  way  to  describe  the  fear  when 

Stepping  off  the  train  and  into  the  Death  Camps. 

All   th'e   thoughts   running   through   my   head 

Pain,     Death,  and  Survival. 

The  camp  itself  was  designed  to  host  death. 

But  all  this  time  I  was  just  trying  to 

Keep  my   sanity. 

After  enduring  all   the  pain,   the 

Sickness,  and  the  death  of  my  family, 

I  went  to  the  fields  for  what  was 

To  be  the  next  to  the  Final  step  to  my  Death. 

But  I  could  do  nothing  but  hope 

And,  yet,  I  lived. 

Now  what  was  to  be  my  final  step. 

In  the  chambers   of  death,   I 

Prayed    the    night   before 

God  must  have  listened,   for  when 

The  next  day  came,  we  were  to 

Be  set  free;  the  war  had  ended. 

And  yet,  all  this  time  in 

Hell,  I  still  kept  my  sanity. 

But   watching   everyone   around    me 

Go  insane  really  frightened  me,     for 

Within  a  few  days  that  could  have  been  me. 


ONE  BRIGHT  DAY 
BY 
WILLIAM  JASON  SCOTT 

The  third  reich.  Hitler's  power  and  might 

Destruction  of  the  inferior,     their  only  plight. 

If  you  were  sent  to  Auschwitz,  you'd  be  gone  in  days 

24,000  per  day,  he  never  ceasd  to  amaze. 

Concentration  camps,   you  would   stay  for  awhile 

Then  you'd  be  killed  and  placed  on  the  pile. 

The  death  of  so  many,  unrealistic  it  seems 

Try  to  escape  and  flee,  by  any  means. 

Be  very   glad  that  you  weren't  there 

They'd  run  tests  on  you  and  probably  shave  your  hair. 

Sitting  here  with  the  sun  in  my  face 

I  think  to  myself,  "What  a  wonderful  place." 

When  things  are  down,  try  not  to  be  sad 

Live  your  life  to  the  fullest,  the  life  your  relatives 

Never  had... 
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DISHONORABLE  DEATH 
BY 
DAMIAN  WELLS 


Hitler,  a  man  with  a  pledge, 

to  destroy  the  inferior,  to  push  them  over  the  edge. 

Persecution  by   the   "Dominant"   race. 

To  rid  these  people  from  a  different  place. 

If  you  are  different,  you  shall  be  sent  to  jail. 

Male  nor  female  shall  ever  make  bail. 

Thousands   and   thousands   to   be  killed   every   night. 

To  kill  more  was  his  only  plight. 

For  all  the  people  Hitler  had  burned, 
Don't  let  them  die  without  a  lesson  learned. 
For  the  next  time  a  Hitler  comes  along. 
Let's  rid  him  from   the  earth 
For  he  does  not  belong. 
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